
She is poet in her white house 
as We move through our city 
her white house stands in its still, green 
meadow 

horns scream; drivers die to pass through 
intersections 



our Panther, has set to change her mind 
of ancient line 

thus, a creature of double kind, 
in her own labyrinth, confined 



white pine's limbs shake 
in wind; in each breach 
of limb and needle, 
immobile white-gray 



don’t neglect neglected concerns 
You and indulged passions 
demand increased distance 
blood and semen on sheets 



green is seen through half of white house's 
doors, half-wood and half-glass 
there are bodies and people laying on ground of 
our city 

He visits Her in her white house, unannounced 
our city is Us, but it has forgotten to feed many 
of its children, because they are not ours 



our Panther, in holy ground, 
thinks of ghosts who walk their midnight 
round, 

till grosser atoms tumbling in stream 
of fancy madly meet and club into dream 



bright cold unfolds; 
dark wood closes 
red-brown of winter 
drying unfurls through 



please have mercy on Me 
your error no more to stress You out 
hawks are unraveling Me 
I’m not proposing 



sun is gone, its color spread 
atop trees at edge 
of meadow, as He coughs 
his heart into her white house toilet 



of tears a long race of unrepenting bloom 
but, least of all, philosophy presumes 
truth in dreams from melancholy fumes 
thus nothing yet, yet all She has of all She has 


consumed 



needles; She 
watches herself 
in first-surface 
silver mirror 



16+9 

holds 7 in its mouth 

2 is pulled taut toward a line 

of becoming a sign of 3, plump and flat 



her Grandmother 
gave her Mother 
in spring 
before 



in desert, beside Salton Sea, 
a mesquite branches in gentle curves up from 
ground 

across water, rolls a hot breeze 
from branches, ladles hang, swaying handles 
and bowls 


around Sea, aim, a sip of breath 



this is dust 

this light and prismed thing 


this is remote 
this is at hand 



this is mask 
this is face 



